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Spring 


Spring is the thing 

That everybody talks about 

But nobody can hold it, 

Grab onto it — 

Hey little girl, my little girly girl, 
Do you want to play? 

The sun shines bright 

And stronger every day. 

My guy, my guy, 

Sharpen up your arm and eye 
For baseball, football, soccer, 
Swimming — finally! — best of all, 
And oh I almost forgot: 

Since girls get to do 

All those things too, 

You're not just my girl or girly. 
Just like your boyfriend, 

You can be big and strong too. 


Camping Out 


Camping camping 

Camping in the open air 

Camping so we do not care 

Who does what to whom 

In politics -- 

They’re just a bunch of money-ticks. 


Fishing fishing 

Fishing in the clear clear 
Water — O my son and 
O my lovely daughter, 
Let’s get out our stuff 
And go. 


School's Out 


Well it’s report card time. 

Oh well. Why don’t 

You do well? What an interesting 
Thing it is — to learn something. 
Strange and special. 


Our insides change a little 
And we change the rest to fit; 
What I didn’t know before 

I take in like a break, 

And, like a bone, it will set. 


But if you don’t learn right 

Then everything is wrong; 

Inside I’m like a puzzle undone, 
Or I creak like an out-of-tune song. 


Butterfly Attack 


Even in the city 

There are butterflies, 

White ones usually, 

Tumbling from house to house. 


It’s a good thing 

They’re as small as they are, 
Otherwise, if we 

Opened up the door 

They’d butterfly us to the wall 
Or flit us to the floor. 


Fruit in Season 


Apples and oranges, 
Summer and winter fruit 

But which is which 

Depends on where and when. 


If we’re north, apples — 

Summer cherries through and through, 
With oranges like winter puzzles we 
Open up and hold inside our hand. 

Maps of veins, dome-like water bubbles. 
The peace of the world is the world itself. 
But what if the times and places 

Are switched around? 

Then everything is changed. 

Apples are bright things from way far off 
And oranges run with juice. 


Sun and Moon 


Sun coming up through cloud crown, 
The king is here, therefore; 

His sweeping fire sets windows 
Shining with his love of just himself. 


The moon queen rides the night 
Through the brambles of the trees. 
Spider shadows on the sidewalk, 
The spiders are her slaves. 


Some are like the sun king, 

Full of self and full of fire, 

Some are like the moon queen’s court, 
Spider in spider interlocked. 


The Little Girl and the Moth 


I'll tell you a story now 

And you have to think about it 
You might not understand it yet 
But I know someday you will. 


There was once 

A little girl, 

And she ran around her yard, 
Yes, she played so very hard, 
So very hard and very hard. 


The sun shined down, 

It told her “Stop! 

You’ve got to rest a little while. 
You whirl around just like a top.” 
(She could see the sun’s big smile.) 


She said “No no, Mr. Sun, thank you, 
But I don’t need to rest at all. 

I want to grow up big and tall 

Just like my Mom and just like Dad. 
Running all the time’s not bad. 

That’s what makes me grow and grow.” 


The sun said “No no, no no, No! 
That’s not the thing that makes you grow. 


The thing that makes you grow is — rain. 


Rain makes little children grow. 
Everybody knows that. 
Don’t you know?” 


“T don’t think so, Mr. Sun. 
And I still like to run and run 
All day.” 


“Yes, it’s true,” said Mr. Sun. 
Rain makes the children grow. 
“Really, go ask anyone.” 


And so she said “OK.” 


She ran to ask her puppy first. 
“Pup, what’s the thing that makes me grow?” 
Pup said he didn’t really know. 


“Maybe lying in the shade. 
You know that’s what I like to do. 
Also, I like chewing bones. 
Did you ever try that too?” 


“Puppy, you are really dumb. 
I don’t like to chew bones. 
I chew gum. 


Bubble gum is what I chew. 
If you weren’t so dumb, 


You’d chew it too.” 


“Well maybe that’s what makes you grow,” 
Her puppy told her, “I don’t know.” 


So then she ran to ask the fish. 


The fish was down inside the pond, 
Under the water. 

Looking down, 
She saw her own head (upside down!) 


“Dear miss fish, do you know 

How I can grow 

So big and tall? 

Since just last month, I’ve grown a whole inch up the wall. 
That’s how my mother measures me.” 


“Hmmm, let me see, 
And let me say,” 
Said dear miss fish, 


“Maybe it’s when you make a wish. 
The more you wish, the more you grow. 
The more you wish, the more you know. 


That’s what makes you get so tall, 
Growing higher up the wall, 

Just like a vine. 

I think it must be very fine, 

Getting bigger by making wishes. 
I’m going to tell all the other fishes.” 


And so she swam away. 


So anyway and anyway, 

This little girl was really stuck. 
Who could she ask? 

She went to ask the duck. 


“Mrs. Duck, just let me say, 
I see you running here every day. 
And you have little ducklings with you. 


They are very interesting 
But there is just one little thing 
I need to know. 
“What’s that, my dear?” 


“Well, every month and every year, 
I get a little or a lot more big. 

Isn’t that what your ducklings did? 
And if it was, how did they do it?” 


“T fed them lots of worms, you know. 
Eating worms is what made them grow. 


Maybe you should eat some worms. 
Ask your mother if she has any.” 


“Oh Mrs. Duck, I don’t want any! 
Worms are not the thing for me.” 


“How do you know?” said Mrs. Duck, 
“You have to try and see.” 


She didn’t like the sound of that. 
So then she ran back to her yard. 
It all seemed very, very hard 

To understand. 


She looked at one, and then her other, hand. 
Left and right, 

They both were longer, 

Wider, bigger, and a little stronger. 


Remember when the peanut butter jar 
Was just so, so, So, so, So — Oh! 


But now it wasn’t hard at all. 
Well maybe just a little bit. 


But if she put it in between her knees 
And squeezed it tight, 
Then she could get the lid off all right. 


Her mother sometimes let her do it. 


So then she went to ask a frog. 
He was sitting on a log. 


When she bent down to him 

Her shadow fell across his chin. 

And then his strange big eyes 

Were like a round green watery surprise. 


And he looked at her, 
Sizing her up. 


No, he wasn’t like her friendly pup. 
He was strange and small 
And kind of mean. 


He was the strangest thing she’d ever seen, 
Sitting on a log almost all the day. 


She almost forgot what she had come to say. 


“Mr. Frog, 

I see you’re sitting on your log. 

I don’t want to bother you, 

But I hope that you can tell me true. 


Do you know how children grow? 
How can it be that day by day 


And month by month and year by year 
We get a little or maybe a lot bigger? 
Nobody seems to know about this here.” 


Then Mr. Frog, 
Sitting right there on his log 
Said “Flies.” 
“Flies?” she asked him. 


“Yes,” he told her, “flies.” 
“Flies. I eat them every day. 


Flies for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. 

Eat your flies. It’s the only way. 

Eat lots of flies, you’re sure to grow up tall and strong. 
Eat lots of flies, and it won’t be long.” 


Well this was just ridiculous. 

Who would ever think of this? 

She knew that eating flies 

Or worms was not the way 

Or lying in the shade. 

That isn’t how a big tall girl is made. 


So then she went to ask the cow. 

The cow would tell her anyhow. 

But all the cow would say was “hay.” 
“Hay and grass and grass and hay. 

I eat them happily every day.” 


So then she ran back to her yard. 
It all seemed very, very hard 
To understand. 
And then 
The sun was smiling down on her again, 
And he was saying, 


“What are you doing? Are you playing?” 


“No, Mr. Sun,” she had to say, 
“Today I just don’t want to play.” 


“Why not? is something wrong? 
Why don’t you skip and sing a song? 


You always run and play so much. 
You’re always such 

A spinning little top, 

And you never seem to stop, 

Always zooming here and there 

Like a bumblebee in the bright day’s air. 


“That may be how I was before, 

But now today, 

And more and more, 

I want to know 

How it is I grow, 

And no one tells me anything that’s right. 

I asked the duck, I asked the fish, 

I asked the frog 

As he was sitting on his log, 

I even asked you, 

But though you’ re high and strong and bright, 
I don’t think what you said was right. 

I can’t grow up from eating flies or worms, 
Or lying in the shade 

Or from the rain.” 


“How do you know? 
We have to wait till it rains again, 


And then we’ll see.” 


“No, Mr. sun, that’s really not the way for me.” 


“All right,” said Mr. Sun, 

“Maybe what you say is true. 
That’s really not the way for you. 
But if that’s so, 

Then how can we know 

How you can get bigger and taller, 
If it’s true 

That’s really not the way for you? 


But what’s wrong with eating flies 
And worms, and, say, 
What’s wrong with hay?” 


“Those things 

Are not the way for me. 

Don’t you know 

And can’t you see. 

With your bright and burning light 
Don’t you see these things aren’t right? 
At least not for a girl. 


I think that’s what I am.” 
And now her head was in a whirl. 


“T’m not a frog, 

Sitting in the water 

Or sitting on a log, 

I’m not a cow that’s eats up grass and hay 
All day long and every day, 

I’m not a fish that swims away, 

I’m not a duck eating her worms up, 

And I know I’m not a dog, 

Even though I love my pup. 


“T think you’ve said the magic word,” 
The sun said smiling in the sky. 


“Dog?” she asked him, “is that it? Or pup?” 


“No,” he told her, “something else. 
You have to go and find out what it is.” 


“But what?” she said. 
“You have to go 
And find it out,” the sun told her. 
“Tt really isn’t something that I know about.” 


And then she heard a voice. 
It called her by her name. 


The sun had never said her name 

And neither did the frog 

And neither did the cow or the fish or the duck 
And neither did the dog, 

Even though he loved her 

Just like she loved him. 


But it was special to be called by name. 
It was like a special piece of luck, 

And when she heard it 

Nothing was the same. 


But still she didn’t know 
What she was or how she could ever grow. 


And so it was her mother 

Calling her back home, 

Telling her it was time for dinner 
And now she had to come. 


And so she ran back. There was lots to eat. 
She ate and ate, 
She almost ate the plate. 


But no matter how much it was, 

Her mother still kept smiling at her. 

The sun was sinking past the window. 

A golden light filled the dinner table. 

Then her father came in late, 

Since he’d been working all day. 

Her mother went to kiss him hi, 

And the little girl raised her arms up to him 
And felt the bristles of his bristly chin. 


Afterward she helped her mother 

Wash the dishes, 

And her father helped her too. 

The three of them were quite a crew. 

And not a single dish was broken 

And only kind and helpful words were spoken. 


Puppy came and sat on a rug 

By the kitchen door. 

He looked very snug, 

And after a while he began to snore. 


And then her mother told her 

That it was time for bed. 

The little girl was sleepy, 

She was a real sleepyhead. 

As her mother was washing her 
Then getting her into bed 

Her father came and put three kisses 
Right on her forehead, 


Then he smiled his big tall smile 

Kind of like the sun’s big smile 

But so much nicer by a mile 

And then he went away, 

But she knew he’d never go away to stay. 


He’d never go away for good, 
He’d always come back, 

Yes, she knew he would. 

Her mother tucked her into bed. 


And now the moon was bright. 

It shined in through her bedroom curtains, 
So that they looked like white moth wings. 
She’d never seen such magic things. 


Her mother kissed her on her cheek 
And whispered in her ear 

For her to have sweet dreams 

(Her soft voice sounded far and near 
And near and far and far and near). 


And now the little girl 

Was way, so far away, 

Although she knew she wouldn’t stay, 

But she was flying so far off 

On the soft warm back of a bright-winged moth, 
(But she was really in her bed.) 

And in her dream she finally knew 

The reason why she grew and grew. 


Now, can you tell me, do you know it too? 


My Hair, Your Hair 


What kind of summer hair do you have? 
And what kind of winter hair? 
Whatever it is, I'll bet it’s different, 
Just like we change our clothes. 


But when I change outside, I change 
Inside as well. Birds and flowers 

In my mind -- and in the winter 
Tinging icicles hanging from my brow. 


Don’t let that scare you off though, 
Icicles are important too — 

I think of them the same as 

Flower petals and the sky’s bright blue. 


Reading 


Reading is a funny thing, even though 
You're doing it right now. 

We stay who we are 

But become someone else, 

Stay who we are but travel so far. 


Do you like to read? I do. 

I just read my lines to you, 
Over and over. They’re not bad, 
For such a dope like me. 

But in the library 

You’ll find whole kingdoms. 


Love Song 


Love, I love you and love to give 
You all my love, my love, for free. 
But every love that’s given out 
Asks something back. I ask of you 
To love me just as I love you. 

I ask of you to love me back. 

I hope you do, I hope you do. 


Sun 


I’m the sun, the early rising seer 

With my one eye open already 

Across the roofs; and this down here 
Is the garden, and a gardener 

Is doing his work in the waking up air. 
You hear people talk about this or that, 
But the garden isn’t talking. 

We put it together stitch by stitch, 
One after another. And so that’s it. 
Nothing good gets done 

Without a ready working hand 

And the always there sun. 


The Goldfish 


Under the piano is a goldfish, 

And under the goldfish is a moon. 

The movements of the fish are like a fish, 
But of the water they’re an elegant monsoon. 


Fish tail and moonlight, deepest shimmer note. 
Everything’s confused in the small bowl. 

Yet the bowl’s a room in an apartment. 

Living in a place like that -- the ultimate cool! 


The Harvest Moon 


When the moon comes rolling, the great harvest moon, 
It comes over the house tops, it’s the color of copper, 
It’s the size of a quarter, now it’s a dime, 

It sometimes comes late and sometimes comes soon. 


Scratchy copper dipped in jade, that’s what it reminds me 
of. 
I never saw that until now, but somehow knew it would be 
like that. 
But why do they call it the harvest moon is what I want to 
know. 
Do you harvest it with a pitchfork if it dips too low? 


Couldn’t eat it. We know it’s not green cheese and way too 
bright 
To have around all the time. Hope it wouldn’t be too hot, 
just clear and bright. 
Keep them in bushel baskets in the garage, maybe 
underneath a tarp. 
(My guess is that they give off music like a faint faint 
harp.) 


And Again 


Hey the harvest moon has come. 
Look at it up there, dum-de-dum. 
The harvest moon’s for looking at, 
But harvest vegetables are for eating. 


Acorn squash and butternut, 
Spaghetti squash. There’s no 
Such thing. There is, no lie. 
Pumpkin is a good one too. 


But whatever kind it is, 

When your mother makes it for you 
Don’t give her a hard time. 

Eat them all, they all taste good. 


See the harvest moon has come. 


The Builder 


Power of the summer sun, 

Who can withstand it, who 

Can make it something helpful, 

Who can make it part of them? 

Only the gardener rising early in the morning, 
Only the workman hammering all day. 

They have the energy, the strength -- another body 
And another mind is in them. 

The sun is like a part of them, 

In them it lives, it grows and builds. 


Fishing 


Fishing is a mirror where the man looks in 

But can’t see anything except himself and his pole -- 
Sticking up or out like an antenna. 

The fish has a picture of the man, nice and clear, though. 


Like a tv set or dvd the man is nice and clear, 
But his mind 1s not (to the fish), no, it’s a blank, 
Or like an old fashioned tv set on the blink. 

It isn’t clear what the man thinks he’s doing -- 


He could be just daydreaming but seems to concentrate. 
He could be concentrating but sometimes seems to dream. 
In any case it’s a strange thing to do. 


Only the man’s hand and wrist remain steadily awake 

As they try to feel what the fish on the other end might do. 

So that’s it — hand and wrist awake, mind and head just 
half. 


Thinking 


Do you like to fish? 

I sometimes do. 
Though what you catch 
Is up to you. 


It might be a real fish 

Or a daydream fish. 

A thought’s dream too 
Or a daydream’s thought. 


Fishing 


O I don’t like to touch the worm! 
And so I have Dad do it for me. 
Another thing I don’t understand 

Is why they like worms to begin with. 


Fish in the water, worm on land -- 
Normally fish eat fish’s food. 

I guess it must be like a treat 

The fish gets sometimes to eat. 


Fall 


The sun comes through the leaves this morning 
Walking beside me as I go, and as I go 

The leaves drop down around me tip-tapping 
My eyes and wrist and the patch at my elbow. 


Autumn is my favorite time of year 
Because the colors are so beautiful, 

But also since they don’t stay in one place 
But fall and float and flutter down. 


My mind floats with them as they go, 

Caught by the wind and flurried around. 

Going so many places in so many colors, 

Am I one thing or many, somehow brought together? 


Leaves 


The leaves fall down the leaves fall down 
Around and around they go, 

The leaves are flurried, and you want to say 
To them, what’s the rush? 


But the wind is always in a rush, 
Especially in the autumn time. 

It must be because it has the winter 
Following so close behind. 


Autumn Song 


Iam a leaf 

Too pretty to fall, 

But I know 

That as leaves go 

They all all go, or almost all. 


This time though 
I think we’ll all go -- 
No, I don’t think any will be left. 


It’s something 

In the wind this time, 

Strange strange wind so strong -- 
We'll just have to flutter 

And go along. 


Crystal 


Butterflies’ wings in the frozen glass 
Soon there’ll be a thaw. 

Katydid’s wings in the frozen glass, 
Mantis wings, beetle wings. 

But soon there’! be a thaw, 

They’ll uncrack, disappear and flow, 
And live again 


Wings and Magic Eyes 


Hummingbird’s wings 

Frozen in the window’s glass, 

Yet moving so fast still -- 
Bumblebee katydid and wasp 
Frozen to ice figures in the corners. 
Eyes of all creatures’ iris rays 

Split the frozen pane 

As they look in anyway. 


Ring Around 


Ring around the maple tree, maple tree 
Ring around the maple tree, 
Soon we’ ll have our buckets out. 


Ring around the frozen ground, frozen ground 
Ring around the frozen ground, 
Soon we’ll all unfreeze it. 


Ring around the sky above, sky above 
Ring around the sky above, 
Someone will catch it in their bucket 


Girls 


I like to watch girls dance 
And swing their hair, 

I like to watch them laugh 
And hold their mouth 

And hug themselves 

With their arms crossed tight. 


Why do they act the way 

They do? Why do they laugh 

And skip like that? 

It isn’t like us boys at all. 

I like the special games they play 

In the summer sun, or in the leaves in the fall. 


Lights and Shadows 


I sit in the tree’s shadow. 

Lines and patterns thrown down 
Thrown over me, 

I’m like a cat with a cat’s mind, 
A cat with a cat’s mind. 


I sit by the fish tank looking in. 
Light and shadows cross each other. 
They fill me up and then 

I’m like a fish with a fish’s mind, 

A fish with a fish’s mind. 


Sun and Tree 


Hey way up 

In the trees there there’s 
A funny sound. 

It must be the sun. 


Sun why how 
Do you come now, 
Raying in so late? 


Chisel rays of light 
Threaten to entice my vision 
Further into one thing, 
Which can only be 

The whole whole tree. 


Tree Shadow and Snow 


The maple tree’s shadows are tangled in the snow. 
I know about shadows and their branches, 

I know about the snow. 

But what about the maple tree, 

Where does it want to go? 


White Butterflies 


Shining white butterflies 

Climb without touching 

The garden’s vines, 

Climb without touching each other. 


White butterflies like bright 
Pieces of the sun 

Twine without touching 
Even though they are one. 


Shining white butterflies, 
Pieces of the sun, 

Whisper in my ear 

Where have you been? 

How far? Did you have fun? 


My Grandfather 


Me and my grandpa 

Dug the garden, made it grow. 
Now he’s up in heaven 
Somewhere, but I 

Have no way to know. 


We worked so long and hard 
To make the garden 

Grow green and tall. 

Where he is now 

I have no way to know at all. 


The Sun and then the Night 


Bright lemon sun 
Of early afternoon, 
Blue sky far around. 


Pink of earliest evening, 
Copper clouds pencil shadow 
Everything. 


Night is spilled ink 
Covering the table of the sky, 
Covering everything. 


The Moon Above the House 


The moon above the house 

Is glittery and gold -- the moon’s usually silver, 
But this one’s so cold 

That it’s gone from silver 

All the way to gold. 


The snow around the house 

Is green -- no, not green; 

(You’ve never seen snow that was green 
And neither have J), 

But looking way up far into the sky 
Then back down to earth 

The snow looks first white, 

Then almost light blue, then the night 
Spins us black all around 

Till it comes out like green -- 

(Sort of) — white, blue, black, green — 
The strangest of colors that I’ve ever seen. 
And I bet that’s the same for you. 


Steps on the snow -- do you want 

To hear this story? — then pay 

Attention better; I keep having to pause 

To see if you’re sleeping. 

(You can sleep later: listen—here, now—) 

The steps on the snow — they aren’t Santa Claus, 
You know and I know 

There’s never been any such thing. 

But it’s an old man bent double 


From all that he's carrying: 

A can with a brush that he uses for shaving, 

An old dirty toothbrush with the bristles all curling, 
Some old string 

He uses to tie things, 

Some pieces of wood, 

Matches, wet, 

A single cigarette 

(How to get more he sometimes thinks, 

Or even, for that matter, food). 


What can we do about all the old men, and old women too, 
And even the kids who are like that? 

What can all of us do? 

What can we do, or I do? 

I do and you? 


Evil Friends 


Did you ever have a friend 

Who wasn’t really a friend, 

So in the end 

She seemed the worst 

possible boy or girl? 

There’s a whole bunch like that, so friendly at first 
Then they seem to have a []sack 

Full of half-truths and lies 

That they carry on their back, 

And whenever you do something silly or dumb 
They take one out and say 

“See what he or she does!” 


And the expressions they have sometimes, 

Neither smiling nor mean, 

But like they were some kind of joking machine, 

And | they just want to make you into a joke. 

Or they really do care what happens to you 

But |though] they always always pretend that they do. 


Did you ever have a friend 

Who was really an enemy? 

But every so often 

They will do something nice 

And their laughter sounds like an empty tall glass 
When you throw in some ice — 

And that’s something, by the way, that you always 
Got to watch out for: 

They’ve always got marijuana, cigarettes or beer 
They slide them to you across the table. 

Will you take them? Are you able 


To say no, no thanks. Or do you go down 
In their biggest joke of all 

All over the town — 

Smoking and drinking 

And worst of all drugs? 


The Drinker and the Smoker 


Who are you? I’m the drinker, 

I get out of my head every day. 

And you? I’m the smoker, 

I cough up my lungs for all to see. 

The drinker is living under water, 

Some compare him to a fish. 

The smoker is living in the air, 

As though burnt up from a chimney stack. 


You don’t want to swallow the world, 

So then don’t drink, you want to see it. 
You don’t want ashes in yourself, yourself 
In yourself is what you want. 


The Fall 


The fall burns with fires in the trees, of no heat 
Blazes in the sky, of no fire 

A second tree reflected in a pool, of no sky 

Leaves and their reflected leaves that fall and meet 


The fall creates a double world, but I don’t mind 
Perhaps my mind grows double too 

Or else I have two faces, but I always do 
Perhaps two names as well, but no one’s told me 


A double forest grows in winter, double trees 
Made of black shadows grow from the first -- 
Blue, silver, green, made of shadow 

Both true and false trees grow 


True and false forests grow in my eye 
But both the true and false are true 


Sunflower Dream 


Help, 

The sunflower was chasing me. 

But in my dream 

It didn't feel like a dream. 

It was more 

Like when you're falling 

And can't hold on to anything -- 

Huge sunflowers 

Towering up to the sky, 

So tall, 

And it seemed that each one had an eye 
In the center and a nose -- 

And somewhere a mouth 

Hidden in the roots of each dream flower, 
All running after me 

Waving their long arm-leaves: 

'Squeak squeak squeak,' they said, 
'You're going to fall into our arms." 

'No I'm not!' You're going to be 

Tangled in our roots.’ 'No I'm not,' I said. 
'We're going to eat you eat you eat you.' 
'No you're not,' I said, and they went away. 
And then looking around it was day. 


Water Lights 


Black water alive with houses made of light, 
Luminous doors and windows 

Opening into depths. It is so far 

From one room to another, the lake 

Itself would have to be stepped across. 

I can’t swim that well, especially 

Under water, and especially in the dark. 


We’re cut off from the sunken rooms forever, 
That much seems clear, since there's no road. 

You have to get there by more subtle elements. 
Water and light are both ways that appear 

Yet only by night, and only on clear nights, 

In oils beyond the masters, that beckon and forbid. 


Ghost Lights 


Ghost lights in the night 
That shimmer 
In the water 


Slashed lights in the woods 
That chase you 
Beneath the moon 


Stars scattered breathless 
You’ve never seen 
So many 


The round thing in the cornfield 
That lights up 
Then is gone 


One Day 


You’d jump at the chance — to die! 
Suppose I were dead, 

What would it feel like, 

What would it be? 

I hope to get to die one day. 


I don’t know anyone who has, 

Except for uncle Jack, 

But I didn’t really know him. 

He drank too much, that’s what they say. 
But everyone will die one day. 


The Sunset Tree 


Then the tree 

Is all orange 
Suffused with copper 
And then darker -- 


And then not -- 
A kaleidescope 
But a network 
Of things. 


Glowing slightly 

There are oranges 

Apples in a vase 

And wedges of more light, 


Little fish in water -- 

Let me see, 

Now they're bubbles 

And the tree is a deep pond -- 


Disclosing light 
And depth, 
Rippling 

Deep into the world. 


Which way is up? 

And which way down? 

Which way's the world 

And which way nothing at all? 


Farewell 


Master guitar beyond belief -- beyond belief. 
But where there is one, there are two, 

All the way down 

All the way down to you. 


Master of watercolors -- what do you look for? 
And master crystal -- what to paint or draw? 
A blanket of light, a solid splinter of color. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place at one time for dissident 
intellectuals in the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had various occasions to discuss aspects of his 
past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any language 
which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of 
no interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the 
sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 


purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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